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Cditorial 


With this issue the Norfolk House Review reaches its fourth year of 
publication, and is now quite a going concern. Before proceeding, there 
are a few words to be said about the radical changes which the paper 
has undergone this year. In other years Mr. Munday has very kindly 
mimeographed our paper for us, a service for which we were indeed 
grateful. However, when we came to assemble the material for this issue 
there was such an abundance, and so many new ideas were expressed 
concerning its contents, we decided to “revolutionize” the paper and to 
have it printed professionally. 


Since our last issue, much water has gone under the bridge—in this 
school, as in those countries across the sea who are now so valiantly 
fighting for victory and freedom. It would be impossible to include in 
these pages the tremendous events of the past year. Our policy is to 
carry a message of peace and friendliness to our readers—a policy of 
such great importance in these troublous times that its importance can- 
not be overestimated. Now, more than ever before, do we realize the 
need to keep a normal balance to our lives, and make the best of what 
fate holds in store. 


To all those girls who have so generously contributed to make 
this paper a success, and to the old girls, and to the mistresses who have 
given us so much valuable assistance, we would like to extend our 
sincerest thanks. Mr. Cave, too, who did our printing, deserves the 
heartiest thanks ever for his splendid help and many useful tips. 


We hope this issue will be thoroughly enjoyed by all who may 
read it. 


Margaret Westinghouse. 


il 


laRMUC Is) Mes GOI ISHE 


Through another year of war, H.M.C.S. Restigouche has helped keep 
our sea-lanes open. In our turn we have helped to keep the men aboard 
her happy. 


At the beginning of the Autumn Term, a collection was made among 
the girls of the school to purchase candy for the men of the Restigouche. 
Every kind of hard candy was bought and sent away before the end of 
September. 


Heavy sweater wool was bought out of our Restigouche Fund. Six 
very nice sweaters have been, or are being knitted, but unfortunately 
there is no more heavy wool available. 


Owing to this lack of wool the number of knitted goods Norfolk 
House has been able to send to the Restigouche has not been as large as 
we should have liked it to be. However some wool has been obtained 
from the Old Girls and knitting has begun again. 


The Commanding Officer of H.M.C.S. Restigouche, Lieutenant-Com- 
mander Piers sent us a beautiful Christmas card and we received a 
letter thanking us for the candy sent by the girls and wishing Norfolk 
House luck. 


Every thing big or small helps and we hope to continue to send 
‘“comiorts” to the Restigouche. 


P. Williams. 
* 


AID TO RUSSIA 


This year we followed the example of many open-handed Canadians 
in making a contribution to the Russian Fund. Many people were also 
very generous in bringing clothes for the poor destitute bombed out 
Russians driven out of their homes by the brutal invader. 


be isickas 
* 


RED CROSS 


We held a tag day at school, during the Red Cross Drive, giving the 
girls an opportunity to make their donations. We were very pleased 
with the sum collected, and we hope the Red Cross wil! continue to 
benefit by our efforts. 


We want to put a word of praise in for Winonah Worsley, who has 
been helping the Red Cross so enthusiastically by knitting little woollen 
turtles. I think nearly every member of the lower school has one and 
I believe the craze has spread to Oak Bay High School. Three cheers 
for Winonah! and here’s hoping she keeps up the good work. 


J. Bolton. 


SEVEN EIETES 


Seven there are in our form alone, 

But that does not tend to soften our tone, 
For one letter “A” enters in every name, 
“A” for “audible” has produced our fame. 


Audrey comes first for she’s seldom absent, 
Thus each afternoon the call is quite frequent 
“What prep to-night? Is it Latin or English?” 
“No—we’ve got French and History to finish.” 


One quiet person sits in the second row, 

Her name is Lavender, and you should see her sew, 
When we cut out figures in Home Economics 
She’ll draw them all in quick geometrics. 


Pat is loyal not only to school, 

But to her knitting which is present as a rule, 
She measures and knits and measures again, 
And before you know it she rolls the next skein. 


Jane is a spark that never goes out, 

She pulls a pigtail and enjoys it no doubt, 
Then she turns to play a practical joke 
And laughs until she begins to choke. 


We also have a gay blonde member, 

Who is heading North in December 

But in March she realized her drastic mistake 
And Mary heads South, her sunbath to take. 


Our classes extensive library for girls, 

It’s Anne who supplies all kinds of novels, 
Books are exchanged of every variety 
Books of mystery and Books of Society. 


One more member there is in our class 
But she’s just one of a sizeable mass 
Sometimes she trys to write an odd verse 
And as a result she'll end in a hearse. 


By Katherine Anderson. 


(ce) 








Back Row, Left to Right—M. Westinghouse, J. Bolton, P. Williams 


Front Row, Left to Right—C. Humble, M. Robertson, I. Lisicka. 
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Tid-Bits trom the Classroom 


Just a while azo ihe matrics were 
having a discussion on birds and how 
they must feel the cold, when all of a 
sudden a sea-gull flew by, our pal 
Muggy immediately p:ped up “Well, 
anyway, gulls don’t feel the cold they 
have lo.s of clothes on!” 


Poor Miss Atkins! What with Bery! 
and her dwarf hiding behind a piece 
of macaroni, and Peter with her sick 
fruit tree, we wonder what the world 
is coming to. 


I wonder if a mirror could be the 
cause of a small disturbance in the IV 
Form? 


Cesar certainly must have been 
ahead of his time, according to our 
Latin scholar Miss Bolton. She an- 
nounced that in one of the wars, Cesar 
built a nineteen-mile high wall for 
protection against aeroplanes!! 


A member of the Upper Fifth has 
been helping the war effort by starting 
a raging epidemic of woolly turtles. 
Black ones, blue ones, red ones, orange 
ones, pink ones and even red, white 
and blue ones. I think Wynonah will 
soon be dreaming turtles. 


I wonder who said, and I quote “Does 
Miss Fish want some more Clarke?” It 
couldn’t be Miss Solly up at the board- 
ing-house, she would never do a thing 
like that. Or would she? 


Who said James II sizned the Magna 
Carta? 


Who announced there was a deceased 
wealthy man living in Belmont? 


Here’s hoping that Squadron-Leader 
Leorgea appreciates his little turtle 
that his young hopeful, Miss Fifi so 
carefully sent to him. 


Well, well, we have one on Iva. She 
announced the other day that Plato 
was the God of the under world. Oh! 
Iva! 


A member of the upper fifth casually 
asked the other day “Who wrote Grey’s 
Elegy”? 


When a baby crows, its a kind of 
a bird, eh Beryl? 


Prince and Bargey seem to be enter- 
taining this year. They have befriended 
a black dog who takes it in turns 
following people home. The girls have 
already named him “Arbutus” and 
Miss Atkins is afraid that if something 
is not done pretty soon, we shall have 
a third canine member of N.H.S. 


Well at least Jane B. is determined, 
you should see her clench her teeth in 
basketball. 


Which member of the IV form put 
a tablespoon instead of a teaspoon of 
salt in the porridge? 


If it weren’t for M. and L. I think 
“Arbutus” would die of thirst. 


Which singing class sounds like an 
air raid siren? 


Who hopefully suggested one after- 
noon, as there were so few in the class, 
the form should have a half-holiday. 


Whose favorite occupation is school? 
UN skens, Ds 


Who sings lullabies to her cat? 


When Miss Hill asked the class if 
they knew when the holidays were 
going to be who so helpfully said “In 
two-bits”? 


The lower IV classroom will suun be 
a pet shop, what with two dogs, three 
turtles and a cat. 


Where are we? What verse is it? A 
voice in the IV form enquires every 
morning. I wonder who that could be? 


Know now Beryl? 


Small student—“Will you sharpen my 
pencil please? I lent it to M........ to use 
the wubber, but she bited the point off, 
so now I cant wite with it. 

These cruel parents! 


A member of the First Form came 
to show me her book with a very 
gloomy expression on her face “Where 
is your smile today?” I asked. 


“My mother doesn’t allow me _ to 
smile” was the sad reply. 


CHURCHILL AFTER CASABLANCA 


(Editorial) 


It was with a sigh of thankfulness that Britons all over the world 
learned of the safe return to England of the Right Honorable Winston 
Churchill after his conference at Casablanca with President Roosevelt. 
Now they were all agog to hear the results of the meeting of these two 
great leaders. 


Parliament was curious. Churchill had returned from another of his 
diplomatic missions. Everyone was anxious to hear his promised speech. 


The members were sitting when he entered the house. He was wel- 
comed with enthusiastic applause. As he rose to speak the house became 
silent. The tone of his speech was optimistic, he stressed the complete 
understanding which existed between the allies in Africa, and the ex- 
treme care with which his military experts had studied the situation. 
He announced that it was a decision of the allied council to accept none 
other than unconditional surrender from the axis powers. He disclosed 
that the allies had a plan for the invasion of the continent within the 
next nine months. 


A brief description of his visit to Turkey was given. He described the 
Turkish diplomatic train as looking like “a white enamelled caterpillar’ 
gliding out of the hills and the airfield he landed at he stated was well 
stocked with British Spitfires piloted by Turkish pilots. 


By C. Humble. 
* 


THE LAST WATCH 


Oe Oe ee ee ee ae —oby J. Munday.  @ ee ce 0 SE 


“Water, water everywhere” the sailor on night watch propped his 
frosty rifle against the heaving ships rail and blew on his numb fingers. 
Yes there was water everywhere, —black churning water, angry and 
foreboding. Jeff Lynd picked up his rifle with a sigh that was drowned 
in the dismal howling of the North wind, and proceeded to tramp up 
and down the slippery deck. 


He looked like a drunk man staggering to and fro; he looked too 
young to be there at all, somehow, not more than eighteen at the most— 
and the way he kept fumbling in his coat to bring out the tattered photo 
of his mother, (“Well, don’t forget you’re on watch sailor.”’). 


There was a sudden blast of bitter wind, and the precious picture was 
torn from his hands. It darted across the black deck, a faint white 
object, suddenly illuminated by a jagged fork of lightning! 

“Ship off starboard bow.” 


(Continued on Page 23) 
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PROGNOSTICATION 


by J. Munday and W. Worsley 


Joy sighed, rumpled her hair, and looked again at the half-finished 
drawing lying in front of her. She wished she could go on with it, but 
she knew that she should get on with her preparations for the tea-party 
that afternoon. After giving her hair another energetic pull (which made 
it look more like a haystack than ever) she looked at Shirley who was 
sitting primly in a chair. 


“What shall I dress you in to-day?” she asked despairingly. Shirley 
said nothing, but continued to stare at her toes, which was only natural 
considering she was only a doll. Joy spent most of her time talking to 
Shirley; in fact they were deep in a discussion on the “inconveniences 
of marriage” when the first guest arrived. 


Joy owned a large and rambling farmhouse, of which some rooms 
-smelled strongly of cows—the others not so much. So, after dosing the 
living-room with an elegant concoction called “Breezes of Spring” 
(bought from a travelling salesman) she considered the room fit for 
guests. 


The first visitor was Bobby, who had taken time off from her duties 
as supervisor of the city’s new hospital. She sank into the nearest chair 
with a sigh, and proceeded to pour out her fears as to what the younger 
generation was coming to. 

“Why, in my day we had to be in bed at eleven o'clock, sharp, and we 
thought we were doing well if we went out five evenings a week.” 


Joy and Bobby were still laughing over the latter’s woes when a Rolls 
Royce slid to a stop in front of the house. A chauffeur leapt out to assist 
Lady Norma to the ground, then jumped in and disappeared in a cloud 
of dust. She advanced with great dignity toward the house. Lady Norma 
was still tall, but somewhat more streamlined than in her youth. Her 
hair was still dark and wavy, with not a trace of gray——(of course we 
won't suggest that it wasn’t natural). 


Lady Norma was settling herself on the sofa as comfortably as a 
broken spring would allow, when, with a great deal of ceremony, an 
ancient 1950 model Ford drove up and deposited its burden. 


Ernestine tripped up the shallow farmhouse steps and knocked on the 
screen door. As it was opening she turned to blow a kiss to her husband 
and ten-year-old triplets. “Good-bye, honey, put the porridge on at five”’. 
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PROGNOSTICATION .. . Continued. 


She was ushered in to a big, bare bedroom, clean, but smelling of 
cows, where she proceeded to dab on lipstick and pile an added swirl 
high on her grey locks. Having a ‘middle-aged spread’, she envied the 
thin figure of her blonde friend who followed her in. 


“I hope you don’t mind”, she chirped, “I parked my aeroplane in your 
back yard. Dad really wanted it this afternoon, but I can’t trust him to 
land it alone.” Beryl was not married. “It’s so hard to decide,” she 
wailed. “Doug was married fifteen years ago, and Dave’s so childish.” 


Half an hour later, Winnie and Sheila entered amid effusive shrieks 
of welcome. Neither of them looked exactly haggard but both a little 
the worse for wear. 


Conversation went on, and everyone talked of those dear childhood 
days long ago. “Don’t you wish you were back at school, “Sheila asked, 
with a twinkle in her eye. There was a chorus of reminiscent sighs which 
was not quite what Sheila had expected so she hastily changed the 
subject. “What are you making now’, she asked Winnie, untangling her 
long legs from the piano stool, and with one step cleared the two yards 
distance between them. “Oh, just turtles,” sighed Winnie. “Turtles and 
turtles and then sometimes for a change—turtles. I've been knitting 
them for thirty years now,” and she shook her white bob emphatically! 
Sheila examined the growing turtle, and backed in to her chair, stretch- 
ing her claw-like fingers thoughtfully. Joy took the hint, and politely 
asked for a tune on the fiddle. Sheila blushed, and feebly protested, but 
nevertheless picked up the instrument and after much fussing managed 
to bring forth an elegant squeak which brought tears to their eyes. 


Everyone clapped, and Winonah laid down her knitting and rose to 
go. “Well, girls,” she began, “this has been a lovely afternoon, but I’d 
better be going. It’s been fun seeing the old Vth again, even if we are 
all around fifty. ’'d give anything to be young again and go back for a 
day.” 

“Yes”, laughed Bobby amiably, “times have changed. Why, only the 
other day Herbert said to me, ‘I guess my youngest will be starting 
school soon!’ “Well”, I said, “Norfolk House it is! They’ve got some fine 
teachersst here siasaid:” 


“T used to have my doubts’, giggled Sheila, “but Ive changed my 
mind.” 


Ernestine rose to her feet. “I think I'll go home your way, Winnie, I 
forgot my purse, so I can’t take the street-car, and I forgot to tell my 
husband to call for me.” 


The others ambled towards the bedroom to find their hats. “Breezes 
of Spring” trailed in their wake, and as the screen-door banged for the 
seventh time, a cow moo-ed down in the valley, and a startled hen 
flapped to roost in a tree. 


THE END 
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AURPRISE freon Arctin 


By M. Marsh. 


It was in 1939 when we were coming home from England on the 
“S.S. Antenor” to China, when I did something, little knowing what 
would be the result! 


We were sailing through the Indian Ocean, when quite a few of us 
children wrote notes and threw them overboard in bottles. Mine was 
written as follows: 


PLEASE RETURN TO: 
100 ROUTE CARDINAL MERCIER, 
SHANGHAI, 
GHINAS 
M. MARSH. 


After this when I had entirely forgotten about the incident, I got a 
big surprise. The post office informed Daddy that they had received a 
letter addressed as follows: 


THE VERY REVEREND CARDINAL MERCIER, 
100 ROUTE, 
SHANGHAI, 
CHINA: 


They had sent the letter to Daddy after having put quite a number 
of red marks on the address. 


A few days later Daddy brought the letter home to me. It was from 
a young religious Hindu answering my note and he told us how he had 
found it in the bottle. 


He started the letter by saying; “My dear very Reverend Cardinal 
Mercier”. He mentioned how he was walking along a beach one evening 
in India, when he had found the bottle. Apparently he was so excited 
at seeing the name of the late Cardinal (incidentally he had died thirty- 
five years ago) that he did not bother to read my name, or he would 
have realized that it was only the name of a street in Shanghai. He 
wrote very well in English, telling how religious he was. Farther on, he 
mentioned that he was going into his own business, and “would ap- 
preciate the aid of a financial sucker”. After telling me about himself 
he ended by saying: “I am your obedient child in Christ”. 


Daddy sent the letter to “Punch” in London, which unfortunately 
did not return it because of the war. We never had the heart to write 
back to the Indian to let him know that his Cardinal was a ten year old 
school girl. 
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An Jncident in Jamaica 


By Margaret Westinghouse. 





The following incident happened a few years ago, while I was spend- 
ing the winter in Jamaica with my parents and two sisters. During 
most of that time we were on the move--there were so many places of 
interest on the Island, we wanted to see as much as possible. 


One afternoon my sisters and I were driving in the open car, the 
others having gone ahead to get respectable hotel rooms (a rare treat) 
in the next town. Suddenly great, fluffy white clouds began to appear 
over the horizon. In the tropics these mean only one thing. A deluge! 
Hastily we began to put up the top and fasten on curtains, but within 
ten minutes the rain was there. My, how it can rain! Raincoats and 
umbrellas are completely useless objects. 


However, we continued the journey, feeling a bit like drowned rats. 
Natives went scurrying past us in all directions seeking shelter. They 
have the singular but very practical habit of using banana leaves for 
umbrellas—a most amusing sight. Towards evening we came to Ocho 
Rios, which means Eight Rivers, but I could swear there were well 
over a thousand there that night. 


We had just driven out of the village and were coming to a narrow 
gully, through which the road ran——a beautiful place in fine weather, 
but we could imagine what it was like now. We decided to take the 
detour, not knowing what a state this road was in. 


No sooner had we left the main road than we were confronted by a 
river running across the road in a great torrent. However, we decided 
to risk it. This we regretted. The water was deeper than we expected 
and splashed up into the engine, wetting the spark plugs. That was 
good-bye to our motor. My sister tried to dry it, but the water, plus 
numerous cocoanuts and old boards and other rubbish, rose so quickly, 
she soon gave up. 


There was nothing to do but wait. This was not long. 


Presently, a man emerged from the darkness, completely covered in 
a black tarpaulin. What he really looked like we never knew, but he 
was probably a negro on his way home from the fields. All we know is 
that we are eternally grateful to him for pushing our car on to a knoll 
in the midst of the river. However, we did not escape the flood and still 
had no prospect of bettering a bad situation. 


Towards ten o'clock the rain stopped altogether, as if a tap were 
turned off, and the fireflies came out, one by one. They were amazing 
little creatures, so bright that they lit up the whole road, making it look 
exactly like Fifth Avenue. 

(Continued on Page 12) 
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AN INCIDENT IN JAMAICA 
(Continued from Page 11) 





Presently we heard voices, then saw six tall, inky-black negroes go 
by. In the darkness, they must have thought the car was empty. They 
stared at it, wielding strange lanterns consisting of a ginger-ale bottle 
filled with kerosene, having a piece of cotton as a wick. I'll admit we 
felt relieved as they began to go on up the road. We had no ideas what 
their intentions were. However, they stopped at the river’s edge and 
seemed to hold a conference, parts of which we could discover although 
their dialect is pretty hard to follow. We gathered that one had seen us, 
and was telling the others they must go back and help the white girls 
in the car. They returned, and most politely offered to help us out, 
provided we give them a “small present”. This last statement was very 
emphatic. 

Then they set to work. Two went on ahead with poles about eight 
feet long, with which they tested the road for safe places for our car. 
The others heaved the car on to the bank and thence on to comparatively 
dry road. I’ve never before or since, seen such strong men. This whole 
procedure took less than five minutes. From here the going was really 
“tough”. Every foot had to be first tested with the poles before the car 
was pushed over it. At last, the engine rallied itself, and we crawled 
along the road tor nearly three miles. 

It must have been a strange sight. The three girls in the car, with 
our black escorts, groping along the muddy road with their poles, in 
the light ot their tlickering lamps. 

When we finally reached the road the “small presents” were given 
out—a shilling apiece, and a squashed packet of cigarettes was all we 
had to offer. Quite what they did expect when they specified a “present”, 
we did not know. We guessed they were going farther on, so as a further 
reward, we offered them a ride. I am sure they had never been in a car 
before, as they did not know quite how to get in, especially as six very 
tall men were crowded into the back seat. However, they managed, 
chatting gaily in their odd lingo, and smoking our cigarettes. 

When we finally reached the hotel, having left our friends at their 
respective homes, it was very late. My parents were very worried when 
we did not appear. We now had a happy reunion, and told of the 
evening’s adventures. 
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A FRIEND 


She is one of those people who, under any circumstances, always 
manage to remain shabby and a bit crumpled. She has a knack for 
getting clothes not to match, and certainly not to fit, but one scarcely 
notices these details, once one has made her aquaintance. Her skirt, a 
heavy, rustic English tweed, was made for someone just about a foot 
taller, and her stockings always collect numerous tucks and gatherings 
from the knees down. Although they have seen many a tramp through 
muddy fields and wet forests, a trial they are equal to, her shoes do look 
at times as if they had almost enough. From beneath the weather-beaten 
brim of her straw hat, constant companion in all seasons, peers a round 
and merry face, lined by her years out-of-doors, and lit up by two of the 
brightest, friendliest blue eyes found anywhere. These eyes seem to 
attract a horde of friends who are always made welcome in her little 
house in the woods. 


About her whole person is a faint essence, very faint, but none the 
less conspicuous, of the country and her farm. 


Indeed, she is a busy person as she bustles about her cottage and with 
her horde of animals, which are her great delight. 


Her goodwill towards all mankind is radiated about her and she is 
greatly loved by all those who know her. 


Margaret Westinghouse. 


* 
THE DIM-OUT 


As I look out of my bedroom window tonight, I am reminded of a 
story I heard lately: it was about an artist who asked a fellow-dabbler 
in paints to come and view his work of art. All the artist’s friend could 
see was a mass of Llack. Asked to explain, the artist told his friend that 
it was a reproduction of two niggers fighting in a coal-cellar. 


Then, as I look out the window and get used to the gloom I begin to 
discern vague outlines. For instance, the weeping-willow tree over- 
hanging the pool in our back garden; its leafless boughs “Score the sky 
like strings of broken lyres”. Looking farther, I see a faint gleam of 
light reflected on the pool from some incautiously dimmed-out window. 


Beyond our own garden I begin to notice dim lights appearing from 
big blocks of darkness, presumably houses. These small points look like 
the single eye of Cyclops, as there is seldom more than one light from 
each house; unseeing eyes, staring into the night and darkness. Then, 
as the night is cloudless I see ‘““— —heaven’s bright face 

Twitch with the stars that shine in thousands there”. 


After that, I am forcibly brought back to earth by being reminded 
that my own light should be dimmed out, and reluctantly I have to drop 
the curtains. 

Iva Lisicka. 


- 
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A COUNTRY SCENE 


My room at home looks out on a very lovely view of the country. As 
my eye wanders over the land in front of me, I see first the beautiful 
garden, with its white lilies, bluebells, dusty pink and yellow daisies, 
all displayed amidst luxuriant greenery. Around the shrubs are little 
snowdrops which nod in the gentle spring breeze, and smile up at the 
radiant sun. 


Down the hill, beyond the garden, are the poultry houses and runs. 
Chickens cluck with glee as once again they are able to peck in the 
newly-awakened earth. They look sparkling white amid the green grass. 


Next in the parade of spring is the meadow, where the ploughman 
eagerly turns up the dark sod, preparing it for the seed which will soon 
be spréuting. Behind the plow are the young grey seagulls, learning the 
usual custom from the older ones, of picking up the worms which are 
in the upturned earth. 


At the bottom of the meadow I see boys rowing on the lake. They 
also seem to realize that spring has come. In the middle of the lake is a 
bullrush island, not yet recovered to its position after being torn away 
from its companions by the frost. 


Towering above the lake is lofty Mt. Richards. It looks a beautiful 
misty pink from my window, and completes the background of my 
picture. 


Sometimes I wish I were an artist, for then I could paint this lovely 
scene from my window. 


Ruth Solly. 


SNOW 


Snow is a skilful artist. The first flakes falling softly from the sky 
transform a dull landscape into a thing of beauty. It covers all dirt; it 
hides all scars on the earth’s surface. The snow alights on the trees, 
changing their stark figures to glittering fairy shapes. Although the 
flakes are small, the fields are soon covered with purest white. Suddenly, 
from behind the low-hanging clouds, the sun appears. The snow be- 
comes dazzling, the drifts are tinged with rose, and the beauty of the 
scene is enhanced. Although the snow has stopped, above the horizon 
the coppery clouds hold promise of a heavier fall. Only a clever artist 
could paint the scene this snow has created. 


Peter Williams. 
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MY FAVORITE RADIO PROGRAMME 


My favourite radio programme is “The Pause that Refreshes’’. This 
programme is heard over KIRO every Sunday at one-thirty P.S.T. 

Andre Kostelantz, the conductor, is a Russian by birth and his wife 
is the famous Lily Pons. 

His programmes embrace music of all varieties including popular 
song themes as well as the classical. His aim is to make popular music 
great and great music popular. He succeeds in this. Whatever combin- 
ations of instruments he uses, the effect seems to enhance in its rendition 
the original music. He produces the most marvellous colours and shad- 
ings ot music which is probably the most original of its kind ever pro- 
duced. I can only describe it by saying that his music literally sparkles. 
It resembles the kind of music which one associates with fairyland. 

Part of the time of this programme is also devoted to the war effort 
when frequently eloquent appeal is made for an all out effort for victory. 

He also introduces the best vocal and musical talent and together 
with the well-known violinist Albert Spaulding a true tamily pro- 
gramme is what its sponsors tittingly describe it to be “The Pause that 


Refreshes’”’. 
Madeline Langley. 


Fs 
WINTER 


The season I like best is winter. A day when the wind is blowing, the 
sky is dark, and a misty rain is moving in from the sea, then I am happy. 
I am sitting in front of a fire, and outside the wind is howling round 
the corners, and the rain is beating on the window-panes. Beyond all 
this noise, the ever-rolling sea is endlessly beating against the clitt, and 
calling, “Come out, Come out! I cannot resist it any longer, and rush 
for my coat and sou’wester. The screetch of the gulls overhead greets 
me, with the other noises, as I leave the house. I turn towards the sea, 
and at the edge of the cliff I pause, to watch the waves, and to say a 
prayer for those who are tossing on them. As I walk along, the mist 
stings my face, but it feels so good to be out that I walk on and on. At 
last I realize how long I have been out, and that I must hurriedly turn 
my steps towards home. I am facing the wind this time, and the going 
is hard. But soon I will be at home, warm and comfortably by the tire. 

Patricia Bruce. 
* 


A FOGGY MORNING 


The landscape is shrouded in a thick blanket of mist, and as it creeps 
over the houses and treetops, it enfolds them in its cloud-like vapours. 
Except for the dismal drone of fog horns and the muffled calls of the 
seagulls, there is a sense of stillness in the atmosphere. The refreshing 
tang of sea-weed is distinctly noticeable as it is carried in from the sea. 
As the sun rises and its rays penetrate the ghost-like atmosphere, the 
fog slowly disappears, as if it were stealing away from the overwhelming 
power of the sun. 


B. Willsher. 
ig 











EVERYTHING FOR THE 
YOUNG SCHOOL MISS 


It will Pay You to visit our Girls’ Department. 


THE GENERAL WAREHOUSE LIMITED 
Two Stores to Serve You. 
1110 Government Street 1420 Douglas Street 
VIGO RTAS bse: 

















WITH THE COMPLIMENTS 


CROWN Sea 
Millinery Parlours Little & Caulor 


VICTORIA, LTD. JEWELLERS 
MISS M. E. LIVINGSTON 





We 


IMPORTERS OF 
1209 DOUGLAS STREET 


MILLINERY PHONE E-7914 


LADIES WEAR & 614 VIEW §ST., (SCOLLARD BLDG.) 
ACCESSORIES VICTORIA, B.C. PHONE G-5812 





eee 








BUY FIGURE SKATES EARLY 


| 
There won't be many this year. 
| 
| 


FOR QUALITY SPORTING GOODS TRY 


HOCKING & FORBES 


1006 Douglas Street VICTORIA, B. C. Phone Empire 2342 





Hittorita Baily Cimes 


“THE HOME PAPER” 











18 


MY FAVORITE OCCUPATION 


My favourite occupation is milking and looking after cows. Every 
summer I take care of two cows, a calf and a horse and receive ten 
dollars for my services. One of the cows is very gentle and easy to milk, 
but the other one has a mean temper and always tries to put its foot 
in the bucket and knock me unconscious by banging me over he head 
with its tail. Consequently, one of its legs and its tail are tied separately 
to the side of the barn and the milking proceeds without further mishap, 
except that I have a headache for about an hour afterwards. Bessie, the 
horse, is very tiresome. As soon as she has finished her oats, she hangs 
her head over the cow’s backs and dribbles on them, which makes the 
cows fidget! This can only be remedied by giving her more oats. The 
calf is the only one with good manners. I think that milking and caring 
for cows is a very interesting and useful occupation. 


By Ann Robertson. 


is 
A DUTCH SAILOR 


Once I saw a Dutch sailor walking along a dock. He had very red 
cheeks and a pointed moustache. His eyes were clear and blue and his 
hair was getting grey. He had a pipe in his mouth but hardly looked as 
if he were smoking it. He had a far-away expression in his clear eyes 
and his lips were upturned. He looked as if he were remembering 
happier days in his native land. 

Around his neck he wore a loosely tied red handkerchief, and he also 
had a tight-fitting dark blue buttoned jacket and breeches to his ankles. 
His hands were wrinkled and his third finger was missing. He looked 
as though he was very used to hauling on tarred ropes on a sailing boat. 
On his feet were thick wooden clogs. 

When he walked he sounded like a horse clattering along in steel 
shoes. He was about five feet tall and his face was kind and wrinkled. 

He stood looking out to sea in a very homesick manner and then 
turned around with heart-breaking tears in his clear blue eyes and 
stepped sadly into his boat. 

By Erica Pepler. 


Psa 


SLOTS my a 


On May 28th we held our annual Sports Day. The Inter-House 
Challenge Cup was won by Walsingham with 81 points, Caister was 
second with 66 points and Wymondham third with 54 points. 

Major W. Garrard, Lt.-Col. R. S. Worsly and Sqdn. Ldr. E. C. Brown 
acted as judges and Mrs. Russell Robertson presented the cups, ribbons 
and prizes at the close of the proceedings. 
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FROM MY WINDOW 


A soft haze filled the still morning air. The city was shrouded in a 
grey cloak of fine mist which reached nearly to the brow of the hill. 
The outlines of the houses loomed up as shadowy phantoms in some 
fantastic fairyland. Here and there is some cosy little home, with a soft 
curl of smoke drifting lazily up into the blue of a clear morning sky. 

Far away the beautiful mountains stood erect in their icy splendour, 
clothed in glistening whiteness. 

As time drifted on, the sun rose in all its glory. The sky was bathed 
in rosy radiance, and everywhere soft pink melted in with grey, pro- 
ducing a glorious effect. As the sun climbed higher, the Olympic peaks 
were tipped a rosy pink, while here and there others glistened like 
shimmering satin. 

Swiftly the sun continued his journey, bringing new life, warmth and 
radience to a weary, war-torn world. 


Mary Robertson. 


fsa 
BELIEVE IT OR NOT 


Our dog Bango was sitting under the dining-room table while we 
were discussing the Salvage Drive and the shortage of aluminum. A 
few minutes later he asked to be let out, to return in a little while with 
a big aluminum double-boiler in his mouth. He must have taken it from 
some distance away, as none of our neighbours knew anything about 
it. Isn’t he a patriotic and intelligent fellow! 

Erica Pepler. 


fsa 
THE ADDER AND THE SPUR 


It was in the Civil War of India, that my great-great-grandfather, 
Lord Napier, was a Colonel of the India Cavaliers. 

One morning at six o’clock when he and two friends in the same tent 
were putting on their boots, one man, Captain Mathieson felt something 
in his boot. 

There were a great many adders in India at that time and they liked 
to get into dark places. For instance they liked to get into men’s boots. 

Captain Mathieson samped his foot down hard and killed the adder 
that was in his boot, while Captain Gibson shouted, “Bravo! [ll have 
to remember that.” 

Next day Captain Gibson felt something in his boot when he was 
putting it on and he stamped hard. He was in the hospital for three 
weeks. He had stamped on his spur which had fallen into his boot. 

By Nita Anderson 
al 


SPURT <A. F 


J. Bolton. 


BASKETBALL 

This year we have played a good deal of basketball. Mrs. Green, our 
very enthusiastic drill and games mistress, entered our team in the city 
league. We played five games in all, and had great fun in trying our 
best. We did not come very near the top, but we did very well consider- 
ing the fact that we had very little practice. 


The Team was as follows: 


Forward—B. Willsher (Captain). Guard—R. Solly. 
Forward—J. Bolton. Guard—S. Stewart. 
Jumping centre—N. Garrard. Subs.—J. Ridewood, K. Anderson, 
Shooting centre—I. Lisicka. A. Robertson and M. Robertson. 
The following games were played in the Jeague: 
Jan, 27th—Victoria High School ‘“B” Score—26-16 in their favour. 
i igh School Gym. . ; 

baroetie serchet sbhests te racitn Set ENE Feb. 26th—Victoria College. Played in 
Score—23-14 in our favour. the Memorial Hall. 
Feb. 16th—Victoria High School “A” Peas MOTTE 4 NSE lee 


team played in the High School Gym. 


Renree aon IGeimmicimtavour March 2nd—Esquimalt High School. 


Feb. 23rd—Normal School. Played in Played at the Esquimalt Hall. 
the Memorial Hall. Score—22-20 in our favour. 
HOCKEY 


We have played very little hockey this year as the weather has been 
so unsuitable. However we did play a few practice games against St. 
Margaret’s, Oak Bay and Victoria High School. On April 3rd. we played 
in the Annual Bridgeman Cup Tournament, tying with the College for 
second place. 


The Team. 
C.F.—B. Willsher. L.H.—M. Robertson. 
C.H.—N. Garrard (Captain). R.H.—A. Robertson. 
R.L—W. Worsley. L.B.—K. Anderson. 
R.W.—J. Bolton. R.B.—I. Lisicka. 
L.I—S. Stewart. Goal—J. Ridewood. 
L.W.—C. Humble. Sub.—R. Solly. 
The Scores for the Bridgeman Cup were as follows: 
Q.M.S.—2, N.H.S.—0. Oak Bay—0, N.H.S.—2. 
Vic. H.—0, N.H.S.—2. College—1, N.H.S.—1. 
The teams were placed as follows: 
Q.M.S. the winner with Seven points. Vic. High next with three points. 
N.H.S. and College second with five Oak Bay next with one point. 
points. 
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HOUSE HOCKEY 


Caister was again the victor, but they did not win without a good 
struggle. Wymondham and Walsingham played on April 19th., it was a 
very good game, both teams playing their hardest. Waisingham won that 
game by a 7-4 victory and challenged Caister the following day, but 
they were defeated 4-1. Well done Caister, you deserve it! 


HOUSE BADMINTON 


Caister won the Badminton Cup this year but only by a very close 
margin. 


The Teams were as follows: 


Caister first Team Second Team 
I. Lisicka’ and K. Anderson. J. Bolton and B. Willsher. 
Second Team Walsingham first Team 
J. Ridewood and L. Allen. M. Robertson and S. Stewart. 
Wymondham first Team Second Team 
N. Garrard and R. Solly. W. Worsley and M. Jones. 


HOUSE DRILL 


We held our Annual Inter-House drill competition on Dec. 7th. Caister 
won the honours of first place with a score of 78 points, Wymondham 
was second with 73 points and Walsingham was third with 68 points. 


THE LAST WATCH (Continued from Page 7) 


It was an American ship—but how was the lad to know. He tried to 
light a cigarette, but the matches were soaked. and his lighter had gone 
overboard last night. 

The wind blew harder and little hail-stones beat against his face. Once 
he slipped against the rail, and his cheek froze to it, biting the flesh and 
tearing the skin. 

There was no moon that night, no quiet, no warmth, no company, just 
a brave, homesick, freezing boy who tried to whistle and laugh at the 
thrashing sea, and hold his rifle firmly on his shoulder, and hope that he 
would see a sub, should it plough to the surface in the treacherous 
waters. 

Then all at once he saw it, bobbling like a black serpent on the 
horizon, barely visible as it approached, then vivid and awful as its guns 
flashed, and sent the plucky little corvette listing with a shell just off 
her stern and above water-ievel. 

Geoffrey Lynd had done his part. Now he lay quietly on the shppery 
deck, not even aware that his ship slowly bade farewell to the moon- 
less night, a faint, white object, a tattered photo, dipped in the wind 
like a parting salute to a brave, young guard. 
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THEY CALLED THE SMALL CAT 


They called the small cat April, the new 

Young cat. He lay, moonlight in sun, with fur 
Silver like hair-thin rain; a shadow changed 

His bright shape gray as pad-foot-stealing blur 

Of delicate spring twilight. All his moves 

Were full of April—narrow and bright and sly, 
Then sudden gentle. And the colour of new leaves, 
All quick first-breathing things, was in his eye. 


by Anne Marriott 
(An Old Girl) 


A, 
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MOUNT BAKER 


At dawn frail faery veils are spread 
In gossamer folds about your head. 


In golden hours of climbing sun 
A gleaming grandeur you put on. 


wry ttt ds 


Sometimes your form I scarce descry 


A. 
nC 


+ Through filmy clouds that pass you by, 
ke Like dream of artist coming true, 

E> I gaze and gaze at your strange hue; 

je 


Not white nor blue nor purple quite, 
But blent of all, and mixed with light. 


Wy 


At sunset, when the day’s work through 
I turn my eyes to look at you, 


Then is my heart with vision filled 
For on your snow is glory spilled. 


(Viiss)) Clara i. -Hill: 
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SHADOWS 


The pines are swaying in the mid-night breeze, 
Their shadows look like ghosts that walk the grass 
To meet the moonbeams as they touch the earth, 
Their silver clearness skimming quickly by. 
But as I watch the phantoms cross the lawn, 

I wish that I one night could have a place 
Among those swiftly fleeing shades that now 
Are playing joyfully before the sun 

With golden rays awakes the sleeping world. 
They live in worlds away from pain or care, 
Their sole delight to frolic with the moon 

And touch the sleeping flowers with scented breeze. 
They know not what it means to be afraid. 

I am afraid—alone in this great world, 

And as I lie wpon my grassy bed, 

I fear the evil spirits that may creep 

Upon me from the dark and cheerless wood. 
But when the dawn with rosy fingers tints 
The sky—I am at rest. And with the coming 
Of another night, my fears again return— 

And once again I wish to be a shade. 


N. Garrard. 
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THE SKIER 


The skier starts his climb 

Hoping against hope that he alone 

May be the first to descend the slopes, 

So soft, and white, and clear, 

Unscarred by fellow skiers, 

To feel the new snow spraying in his 
face 

To hear the wind whistling past 

Like the music of some great symphony. 

To make his way down the slopes alone, 

Faster and faster, racing onward. 


Towards? Why, towards the way of 
life, 

He alone must start the path, 

Others will follow 

It will not be easy, it will not be hard 

The will is all: 


Yes, he must be the first, 
Onward he climbs, 
Fens h-rning within him, 
Hope that he alone 
Will set the way. 
S. Stewart. 


THE SONG OF THE PINES 


What do the pines sing when the 
breeze 
Stirs in the boughs of the rustling 
trees? 
Let me listen a moment more, 
For their song is so mournful down 
here on the shore. 


What do the pines sing when they 
moan? 
They sound so sad when they creak 
and groan. 
The same wind makes the ocean roar, 
But their song is so mournful down 
here on the shore. 


They softly murmur a chant to me 
And roar as they sing of the mighty 
sea; 
And sea-gulls entranced around them 
soar. 
For their song is so beautiful 
here on the shore. 


J. Munday. 











IT’S FUN TO MIX YOUR OWN... 


*x A SUCCESS STORY in separate jackets, 
skirts, sweaters, jerkins, blouses, shirts and 
slacks. Assemble your wardrobe with infinite 
possibilities for vacation, business, and later 
classroom days. It’s easy to develop a success 
story with the wide variety of “separates” 
displayed on our Fashion Floor. 
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The Farmer Needs Help! 


* You know that the food supply is seriously 
threatened by a shortage of farm help, so why 
not plan to spend at least a part of your 
vacation on a Vancouver Island farm? 


The whole matter is being arranged by the 
Dominion-Provincial Emergency Farm Labor 
Service. 


Full information may be obtained at 909 Government Street. 


This space is gladly contributed by 


B.C. Electric Railway Co. Ltd. 
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AN UNASWERED PROBLEM 


“Write me some poetry”. says Miss Hill, 

So I prepare my task to fulfill; 

But when health, history and maths 
fill my mind 

Rythm and rhyme are hard to find. 


But let’s see how to make a good start- 

“Dart” and “chart” and even “heart” 

Ali seem to rhyme with the greatest 
of ease, 

But sense they must be if Miss Hill I 
appease, 


See now! I can’t even make a beginn- 
Ing, 

So how in the world could I make 
words singing. 

When all the way through from the 
heart to the rind 

Rhythm and rhyme are hard to find. 


But don’t be so silly and make such 
a fuss, 

When it comes it will be just like 
catching a bus— 

When it comes itll stay of I’m quick 
to jot down; 

Don’t leave it till later for fret and a 
frown. 


Ive got it! The idea’s come like a flash 

It’s thrilling—exciting—more than Justi 
trash! 

Write it down quickly before I torget, 

Where is my pencil? my paper to get? 


It’s going—its gone! Too late—I’ve for- 
gotten! 

Gone like a dart—oh, my luck; it is 
rotten! 

Rhythm and rhyme I'll leave to a poet, 

To Browning and Burns and others 
who know it. 


K. Anderson. 


THE SKATER 


The graceful skater smoothly glides 
Across the shining, glass-like ice. 
With swifter, swifter, lengthier strides; 
She gains the centre in a trice. 


She whirls and spins and a “three” 
she jumps, 

Landing steadily with bird-like ease, 

No young beginner’s clumsy bumps, 

But a perfect skater the audience sees. 


The wind is whistling past her ears 
As speeding smoothly on she goes; 
A wave of eager clapping she hears, 
For now the joy of fame she knows. 


Diana Lee. 


og 


THE MONTHS 


January is the time for ice and snow, 
Skating and sleighing we like to go. 


In February the buds begin to peep, 
Waking from their winter sleep. 


The coming of March begins the Spring, 
The sun warms every living thing. 


April is the month of showers, 
And the gardens are very gay with 
flowers. 


The birds begin to sin* in May, 
Singing for us every day. 


In June the roses we enjoy, 
Holidays for girl and boy. 


July, the month for lots of fun, 
Children love to skip and run. 


In August when we go away, 
We swim and jump and play all day. 


In September the days are cool, 
Then we go merrily back to school. 


October is the month of wind and rain 
Pattering against the window pane. 


November is the month of fogs, 
On. the fire we pile the logs. 


Christmas comes but once a year, 
December is a month of cheer. 
N. Willsher. 


MY REPORT CARD 


Mother! Mother! has the postman been? 
Please wait a second until I’ve seen. 


You know I always like to sort the 
mail 

Of course I realize ’twill come to no 
avail: 


It’s here! it’s come! What shall I do? 
Upstairs, quick! Lock the door too. 


“Jane, whatever is the matter with you? 
I’d like that report card when you're 
through” 


So down I crawl, my head hung low, 
And brace myself for the final blow. 


“H’m, too bad about the English, Jane. 
And what! You’ve failed in Latin 
again?” 


And so it goes on from bad to worse— 
Heavens to Betsy! Why couldn’t I come 
first? 


J. Bolton. 


LOST IN A STORM 


By Erica Pepler. 


~ 











One fine September afternoon, little foreseeing the adventure that 
lay before us, we three children decided to go for a row. 


We started off from Shoal Bay beach, where our row-boat was, for 
about half an hour we rowed peacefully along. We had our bathing suits 
on, so we took it in turns to swim behind the boat. 


Suddenly we found ourselves whirling around in circles. We then 
realized that we were caught in the most terrible tide rip. We had gone 
out at the wrong time of day, and that was what had happened. 

To make matters worse, a cold wind was beginning to blow and fog 
was soon to cover us. We were very cold and terribly dizzy and fright- 
ened, because at any moment an undercurrent might suck us, boat and 
all, to the bottom of the sea. 


This continued for about an hour and the fog had become like a thick 
blanket, and rain had begun to fall. We stood it for about another hour, 
and by that time we were worried and frightened. We could not see 
each other, because the fog was so thick, and we could not talk because 
we were being whirled around at such a rate. We were also soaking 
wet and numb from the cold. It was almost pitch dark now, and there 
was no moon or stars. 


Suddenly I felt something flop against me and realized Jane had 
fainted. I called to John, but at that moment we heard a grinding 
splintering noise. We knew we had washed up on a rock. Then we heard 
the sound of boards creaking and splitting. Our boat was wrecked. 


After a few minutes had passed a terrible dog barked, and a harsh 
voice thundered. “Who goes there?” 


We were lost for what to say. After a second I cleared my throat and 
said timidly, “We are three shipwrecked children. One of us has fainted. 
Where are we?” 


“You are at Trial Island.” said the voice more kindly. “Come to the 
light house.” We followed him and he carried Jane. 


When we reached the Light House the Light House keeper’s kind 
wife soon cured Jane, and gave John and I a lovely hot bath and fresh 
clean clothes. 


We found when we looked around the lighthouse a mechanic re- 
pairing the fog horn. If it had been in working order, we would have 
heard it and would have known where we were. 


That night we slept at the lighthouse. 


During the night a high wind blew the fog away and in the morning 
the lighthouse keeper took us back home, where we found our worried 
parents waiting anxiously for our return. 
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Greetings From Miss Atkins 


Here, in our fourth number, I send you all once more greetings and 
good wishes. 


This year sees a new development in our Annual Review, due to the 
enterprise and untiring efforts of the Editor and her Assistant, both of 
whom deserve to be congratulated on their achievement. 


The Old Girls’ Notes will be read with interest. At school your news 
is always more than welcome, and we think of you all with pride and 
affection. 

D. W. Atkins. 
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Last year we were sorry to say good-bye to Miss Rae, our former 
games mistress and Mrs. Drought our English teacher. We wish them 
luck in their future occupations and hope that one day they will pay us 
a visit. However last year we also welcomed two new mistresses—Miss 
Hill as our English and Geography teacher and Mrs. Green our Games 
and Drill Mistress. They have helped us a guod deal this year and we 
are all very grateful. The music scholars lost Miss Calvert, who is now 
working at Yarrows, but we are glad to say that her place has been 
ably filled by Miss James. On returning after the Easter holidays we 
were disappointed to find that Miss Adamson, the Art teacher, had 
joined the C.W.A.C. and would no longer be with us. 
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News of N.HLS. Old Girls 


JoycE Marriott continues to win recognition for her writings. Last 
year she was awarded the Governor-General’s Medal for the most out- 
standing contribution to Canadian Poetry for 1941. Joyce is now writing 
Radio plays for C.B.C., and has been commissioned to write a series on 
the Nine Provinces of Canada. These will be broadcast in the Autumn 
Term. 


Jane Bolton. 


Denise Mara is studying music in Vancouver with Cherniavsky. 


Marcaret Izarp is in charge of the Occupational Therapy Department 
sie (beeverenenlfe, Ws) 1: 


ELIZABETH GARRETT is touring Canada with the Moral Re-armament 
revue “Pull Together, Canada!”’ 


Mrs. Donatp CampseLL (Myfanwy Spencer) has been exhibiting and 
selling her paintings for the Red Cross and has already turned over 
several thousand dollars to this organization as a result of her efforts, 
which have been highly praised all across Canada. 


(Continued on Page 32) 
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NEWS OF N.H.S. OLD GIRLS (Continued form Page 31). 


MARRIAGES 


Welland - Campbell. Lieut. Robert P. Welland, D.S.C.,R.C.N., and Stephanie Campbell 
Lawrascen - Mayhew. Lieut. J. Alexander Lawrason, and Jean Mayhew. 
Piddington - Parkes. Squadron-Ldr. James A. Piddington, R.A.F. and Phyllis Parkes 
Mayhew - Bucklin. Logan Mayhew and Margaret Bucklin. 

MacDonald - Angus. Lieut. Ian MacDonald, R.C.E., and Peggy Angus. 

King - Archibald. Sergeant Leslie King, R.C.A.F., and Yvonne Archibald. 

Homer - Fellowes. Capt. Geoffrey Homer, R.C.A.M.C., and Joan Fellowes, in Eng. 
Coleman - Holland. Charles F. Coleman, R.C.A.F., and Jane Holland. 

Ferguson - Carter. Flying Officer Richard Ferguson, R.C.A.F. and Eileen Carter. 
Sinclair - Forbes. Alan Sinclair, R.C.A.F., and Helen Forbes. 

Woodcock - Eberts. _F.O. J. M. Woodcock and Audrey Eberts. 

Wheelock - Ridewood. Lieut. S. P. Wheelock R.C.N.V.R. and Ann Ridewood. 
Carmichael - McDowall. Lieut. Currie Carmichael and Diana MacDowall. 

Field - Campbell. L.A.C. Charles Field, R.A.F. and Dorothy Campbell. 

Hood - Baillie. John Hood and Wendy Baillie. 


wT 
BIRTHS 


Child - To Lieut. and Mrs. John Child (Cynthia Johnson) a son. 

Hansen - To Mr. and Mrs. Lewis Hansen (Miss Kirk) a daughter. 

Drought - To Corporal and Mrs. Drought (Miss Moore) a son. 

Michell. - To Lieut. and Mrs. John Michell (nee Angela Davis) in England a son. 

Clarksen - To Lieut. and Mrs. Roger Clarkson (nee Joan Reynolds), a daughier. 

Musgrave - To F/O and Mrs. Philip Musgrave, (nee Susan Herchmer). 

Wells - To Mr. and Mrs. Jack Wells, (nee Peggy Garrard), a son. 

Upward - To Mr. and Mrs. Allan Upward (nee Wendy Wilkinson). 

Piddingten - To S/Ldr. and Mrs. Jas. Piddington (nee Phyllis Parkes), a son. 

Cunningten - to Major and Mrs. Douglas Cunnington (nee Ivy Brown), in Englend, 
a son. 

Coleman - To Mr. and Mrs. Chas. F. Coleman (nee Jane Holland) a daughter. 

Mawle - To M. and Mrs. Ernest Maule, (nee Peggy Collier-Wright), a son. 
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IN THE SERVICES 


W. R. C. N.S. IN ENGLAND. 


Miss Rea. Terese Todd, Motor Transport Corps. 


Mary Stephens. 
Mollie McCallum. 
Kythe Mackenzie. 


R. C. A. F. CW.D.) 
Desirée Davis. 
Joan Douglas. 


Patricia Fitzpatrick. 


Patricia Gibson. 
Marjorie Barr. 
Molly Horsfield. 
Kate Porter. 
Frances Watt. 
Helen Woodcroft. 


Phyllis Porter, W.A.A.F. (Anti-Air- 
craft Division). 
Joan Forbes, W.A.A.F. 


IN THE SHIPYARDS. 

Miss Calvert. 

Aileen O’Halloran. 

Mrs. Keith Jones (Doris Marshall). 


C. W. A. C. 
Mrs. Tomalin (Miss Miller). 
Miss Adamson. 
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IN THE SERVICES (Continued from Page 32) 


NURSING SISTERS 


Josephine Forbes. 


Constance Stephens. 


Barbara Wells. 


ViTAS D's: 
Roseanna Gillespie 


Mrs. Logan Mayhew. 


AT THE UNIVERSITIES. 


NURSES-IN-TRAINING. 


Gloria Wilson. St. Paul’s, Vancouver. 

Prudence Yerburgh. Bristol, England. 

Wendy Baillie. Graduated in May. 
Vancouver General. 

Mary Worsley. Royal Jubilee. (Gradu- 
ated in May, awarded Patience & 
Robert Day Scholarship of $100.). 


Ursula Forbes, graduated Margaret Eaton College. 


Hazel Livingstone. 


Learmouth. 


Daphne Syson. Second year Victoria College, awarded History Prize, $100. 
Betty Lou Horton. Stanford University. 
Patricia Clarke. Graduated from Mills College. 


Jean Mayhew 
Miriam McCaffrey 
Eileen Carter 
Helen Woodcroft 
Pam Mitchell 
Rosemary James 
Joan Willsher 


IN THE BANKS 


Valentine Harlock. 
Betty McMurray. 
Joan Pope. 

Nancy Shaw 
Ailean McDougall. 


MY DUCK 


ij 


) 
| 





Bachelor of Household Science, Toronto. 


B. A. University of British Columbia. 


First Year, Victoria College. 


TEACHING. 


Kitty Bladen. 
Phyllis Cowan. 
Esme Ketchen. 
Ursula Forbes. 
Sylvia Collier-Wright. 


My pet duck is all white with a yellow bill. He has dark blue eyes 


and yellow feet. 


My duck’s name is Snow-White. 

Snow-White likes going for walks. One day Snow-White followed 
me to school, right into the classroom, I had to take him home again. 

Snow-White always goes for a swim before he has his breakfast. 


I took Snow-White to the fair, but I had to go home again to get his 
harness. When I came back, Snow-White was out of his box walking 


around the fair grounds. 


One day I took my toy duck outside to see what Snow-White would 
do. Snow-White quacked and pecked at the toy duck. 

When it rains Snow-White always rolls in the mud and gets black; 
then he goes and has a swim. 


If you want a pet you can love, get a pet duck. 
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By Louanne Glatz. 











